spoke to me in Greek. I answered in French that I couldn't  a 21
speak Greek, that I was an American and that I was very
anxious to get to Athens as soon as possible. He called a
young lady over who spoke English and when she learned
that I was an American tourist she got excited and told
me to wait, saying she thought she could fix it for me. I
stood there a few minutes congratulating myself on my
good luck. The young lady returned accompanied by a
grave, melancholy-looking man with an officious air.
He asked me very courteously why it was important for
me to get back to Athens quickly, why couldn't I wait for •
the other train which was due now in a little while, he
was certain. I answered very courteously that there was
no good reason except-fear. He assured me there was
nothing to be worried about. The otihfer train was due in
a few minutes and he had not the slightest doubt that it
would leave in good time. He hesitated a moment and
then cautiously, as if giving me a straw to grasp at, he *
inquired politely and with the utmost tact, as if unwill-
ing to wrest the secret from me, whether I did not have
a more urgent reason for wishing to leave ahead of time.
There was something about his manner which warned
me that it would be better not to invent a false reason.
Something told me that he suspected me of being more
than just a tourist. Beneath that suave, courteous exterior
I divined the police inspector. True, 1 had in my pocket
a letter from the Bureau of Tourisme which Seferiades
had given me when I went to Crete, but experience has
taught me that when a man is suspicious of you the better
your credentials are the worse it is for you. I backed
quietly down the steps, thanking him for his courtesy and
excusing myself for the inconvenience I had caused him.
"Your bags?" he said, with a flash of the eye. al have
none," I said, and quickly disappeared in the crowd
As soon as the train had pulled out I came out on the

